SCOTIA BAR 


Est. 1792 ORE Oldest pub in Glasgow 
Glasgow Folk Club and Writers’ Retréat 


Ist OF MAY POETRY PRIZE 
JUDGES 


Liz Lochhead Tom Leonard Valerie Gillies Edwin Morgan 


a 


Shortlist Selection Panel 


Raymond Ross Joy Hendry Kenny MacKenzie Tessa Ransford 


Cencrastus Chapman West Coast Magazine Lines Review 


Intermediate Judges 


pa 
Rl 
g 

: 


Janet Paisley Ronnie Smith John Linklater Brendan McLaughlin 


ochhead 


What can you say about poetry that it doesn’t say 
for itself? The real hard nut of literature, when it’s 
not ‘stickin the heid on ye’ it can take you to places 
you didn’t know you knew existed. It will sow fields 
of sensitivities and harvest a few as well with a 
scythe that can open your mind and emotions like 
a scalpel on a blood vein. Nothing can hide from it 
as it searches the smallest crevice and gives light 
and form to the silhouettes which dance about the 
shadows of life. 

Just as water will describe the land with a true flow, 
poetry will always be an honest expression of the 
human condition in its universe. Even when social 
and political dams are built to deliberately change 
its course it will expose their weaknesses and 
provide the means of their eventual destruction. 
In a truly free and equal world it would nourish the 
dialogue of human and environmental harmony, 
but in these troubled and treacherous times it is 
both the rhyme and reason of hope. 

It is unconfinable, offering everyone the means for 
telling their story, and with every verse the 
potential of mutual, human understanding is 
increased. Yeah! 


Brendan McLaughlin 
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iv Foreword 


Liz Lochhead 


In this book are the hundred poems, the survivors of the earlier rounds of 
sifting, which landed on the mats of Valerie Gillies, Tom Leonard, Edwin 
Morgan and mé with the instructions that we were to select a first prize winner, 
a second prize winner and the (equal) rest of a "top ten". In other words, if you 
are the author of an entryto this competition which, although you say it yourself, 
could beat, and should have, this selection hands down and surely to God 
anybody with half an ear would know it, then don’t blame Valerie, Tom, Eddie 
or Liz, OK? All of us read, with enormous pleasure, read again and, privately, 
began to select our own personal short list for these cash prizes. 

Now, the received wisdom of literary prize judging is that judges = 
practitioners as they are of divers styles, philosophies, passions and prejudices 
- will, nevertheless, come up with a virtually identical list, with - maybe - just 
the odd wrangle over the final poem to be included in the ten to prove that it 
wouldnae-dae-if-we-were-aw-the-same. The truism being that, actually, 
quality will out and everybody knows a winner when they see it. Ha ha. When 
Brendan finally managed to wrest the list from me, his slowest and most chaotic 
judge it only bemused him further. Yet another list of numbers (these poems 
were all completely anonymous, remember) with scarcely a point of correlation 
with any other judge’s list, as, indeed, they refused to overlap much at all with 
each others. Time for a judges meeting... 

At which it emered that for each of us our experience of reading had been 
extremely similar. An enormous and overwhelmingly varied sense of pleasure 
from the entries as a whole, with a small number of poems which appealed not 
much at all: either because of - to one judge - faulty technique or slackness, or 
- to another - just not having that air of essentialness, being one of those poems 
you've read before and wouldn’t care if you never read another like. The 
trouble being that this very poem might well be one of the other judges essential 
includees ... All of the judges loved two or three poems. All of the judges were 
very very keen on about seventeen, eighteen or nineteen poems and found it 
virtually impossible to keep their shortlist to ten. Not the same seventeen poems 
of course .. . All of the judges did find it impossible to put the ten poems they 
finally chose into order, except for the usually one-two-and-three they felt a 
personal passion for. One of which was quite likely to be among some other 
judge’s why-is-this-poem-in-the-top hundred? category... 

It was a lot of dn that passionate meeting. To hear one poet champion a 
poem he or she loved and - maybe - convince the others to hear it again was to 
celebrate poetry itself. 

Over the hours it became obvious that there were seventeen or cighteen 
poems that were consistently high on everybody’s list. None of us ever got 
completely happy about the fen cut off point. There are among this hundred 
poems six or seven or eight that ona difereat day would have been in the top 
ten instead of the other seven - not one of the top three which it pleased us a 
lot to make equal firsts because we liked them so much for such genuinely 
diverse reasons. Among the ten prize winners are poems which were 
consistently liked and poems which were passions of one judge. The three equal 
firsts are wonderful poems in anybody’s book. You'll find a lot more in here 
you'll love. 

There are more than ten which deserved prizes. There are some poems 
with brilliant sections which - had the poet only cut the poem down to them, 
might even have been a clear first prize winner .. . Read, enjoy, argue. We did. 


4 Joint First Prize Farquhar McLay 


Refusals 
(in memoriam H.B. 1924-70) 


One day in Singapore harbour, with the shit-hawks circling, 

They hoisted my poor shrunken carcass aboard the Somersetshire. 
I felt I was passing out of history, there was dejection and relief. 
Never to soldier more, was I to laugh or cry? 

It was my last chance to be a hero, was I in favour or disgrace? 
They hoisted this abject charpoy-basher into a cot to die. 


Every two days the engines stopped, portholes were screened 
and the heroic dead cast to the fishes. 
My country had offered me up to history, and history spurned me. 
Too meagre a sacrifice, there was no other explanation. 
I might have been a beggar at Kaliyan, as thin as the sticks they leant 
on. 
I was shaken and surprised, one sensed that history was seldom so 
pernickity. 
There must indeed be bad stuff in one - the M.O.’s very words at 
Barrackpore. 
Feel shame, skiver, malingerer, refuser - 
Making faces at history, saying Up Yours to history. 
Weeded out, you were, discovered in time, 
Clapped in harder irons than the seven good Dorsets that mutinied at 
Kure. 
Ravaged and bent, clamped-in jaws, shit-scared, to look in the glass 
Feel shame as you spit blood, Boots, Pte., 14698926, Sir! 


O yes I made it back, 

And cursed or blessed no one will ever know, 

Back to the furious scramble of these deadly streets, 

To walk unheroically the same half-mile to the broo my father walked 

a whole life long. 

Back to the bed and the wall, at best - the things that keep me whole. 

Voyages all done, just drifting now, the years freighted with little a 
man could traffic in. 

No buying or selling for me, no aiming high, having run my final 
errand for the State. 

Impelled to descend as others to aspire, 

"Addict of failure", in the words of a kind friend. 

Just this foul bit of waste coming in on the tide. 


Competitions such as this generate interest and stimulate further 
investment while offering encouragement and financial reward. The 
Scotia Bar is to be commended for its generous support of poetry and 
of poets. | 
For me the real triumph of the competition was that so many people 
entered. Poems are not the products of a few moments. To write a 
poem, work on it, leave it, come back to it time and again, is trial 
enough for many. To send it out to an uncertain reception, convinced, 
as writers often are, that it is unfinished or not fit to stand on its 
merits, is an act of courage. My personal congratulations go to all 
those writers who demonstrated that courage. Strong competition was 
provided by such a worthwhile total entry. If that response is evidence 
of the interest in poetry in Scotland today, we all have much to 
celebrate. 

Janet Paisley 


This competition has galvanised many into writing poetry. I hope this 
has a lasting effect, that they will continue to write, and take a full 
part in the readings, writers’ workshops, small press books, pamphlets 
and magazines which continue to survive despite the odds. 

Kenny MacKenzie 


When we take responsibility for our own poetry, as for our own 
health, our lives change. We cease to be afraid. When fear is 
overcome division and differences within us or the community 
become creative rather than destructive. Poetry speaks truth artfully. 
This anthology is a sign of such truth and trust, in and among us. I 
welcome it. 

Tessa Ransford 


Anyone reading these one hundred poems will be struck by the robust 
proletarian nature of the writing which although in some instances 
may be a far cry from the ‘literary’ norm, are nevertheless a powerful 
witness to the creativity of the commons of Scotland. 

Raymond Ross 


This book proves conclusively that poetry is a vibrant modern 
ingredient in the Scottish condition. 
Ronnie Smith 


The poems have an encouraging variety of approach, and there ts no 
shortage of individuality. I hope readers will share the judges’ 
pleasure in having put this collection together. 

Edwin Morgan 


Modern poetry is a true melting-pot. Here’s one gathering from it. 
where writers, in the process of making, explore what poetry is and 
how it works. 

Valerie Gillies 


What I liked about the poetry entered for this competition was the 
range of culture and experience on which it was based. People 
evidently felt confident to submit work whether, for example, it was a 
complaint about prison conditions or a celebration of Chagall’s 
painting. The wide spectrum of culture enjoyed by the people who use 
the Scotia Bar is precisely what makes this poetry competition so 


unique and refreshing. 
Tom Leonard 


I have been astonished and delighted by the range, diversity and sheer 
quality of the poems collected here. It makes a statement for Scotland 
Today. 

John Linklater 


Poetry allows us to be most fully and truly ourselves. It enriches the 
lives of both those who write it and those who read it and listen to it, 
so it is vital that as many people as possible can share in it - hence the 
value of the Scotia Bar Poetry Competition which involves new 
people in this delightful activity. 

Joy Hendry 


£6.99 


ISBN 1~873899-20-3 


Taranis Books | 


9 "7818 73"899205 


REFUSALS 


(in memoriam H.B. 1924-70) 


One day in Singapore harbour, with the shit-hawks circling, 
They hoisted my poor shrunken carcass aboard the Somersetshire. 


I felt I was passing out of history, there was dejection and 
relief. 


Never to soldier more, was I to laugh or cry? 


It was my last chance to be a hero, was I in favour or 
disgrace? 


They hoisted this abject charpoy-basher into a cot to die. 


Every two days the engines stopped, portholes were screened 
and the heroic dead cast to the fishes. 


My country had offered me up to history, and history spurned 
me. 


Too meagre a sacrifice, there was no other explanation. 


I might have been a beggar at Kaliyan, as thin as the sticks 
they leant on. 


I was shaken and surprised, one sensed that history was 
seldom so pernickity. 


There must indeed be bad stuff in one - the M.0O.'s very words 
at Barrackpore. 


Feel shame, skiver, malingerer, refuser - 
Making faces at history, saying Up Yours to History. 
Weeded out, you were, discovered in time, 


Clapped in harder irons than the seven good Dorsets that 
mutinied at Kure. 


Ravaged and bent, clamped-in jaws, shit-scared to look in the 
glass 


Feel shame as you spit blood, Boots, Pte., 14698926, Sir! 


O yes I made it back, 
And cursed or blessed no one will ever know, 
Back to the furious scramble of these deadly streets, 


To walk unheroically the same half-mile to the broo my father 
walked a whole life long. 


Back to the bed and the wall, at best - the things that keep 
me whole. 


Voyages all done, just drifting now, the years freighted with 
little a man could traffic im. 


No buying or selling for me, no aiming high, having run my 
final errand for the State. 


Impelled to descend as others to aspire, 
"Addict of failure", in the words of a kind friend. 


Just this foul bit of waste coming in on the tide. 


